IN ENGLAND                     ipi

came floating over the waters the words of a song,
and as I, in the solemn stillness of the northern night,
stood enchanted on the deck listening to the ravish-
ing melody, I was instantly put in mind of the
opening page of her well-known novel and felt how
faithfully she had described that land of light and
love. " I don't know Norway," she replied smiling,
" I have never been there." " Really! " I exclaimed
in mild astonishment, "you've never been to
Norway? How very surprising! " She said one
would not be surprised at what she said if one knew
the compass and power of the imagination. Then she
spoke of a famous Frenchman who happening to
meet a friend of his after many months asked him
where he had been all that time. On being told that
he had been visiting Spain, " Ah, what a pity," he
sighed, " now you will never be able to describe
Spain." " This reminds me of Tom Moore," I put in.
" He never was out in the East and yet all who have
been to Cashmere admit with one voice that in his
Lalla Rookh he has caught the soul of that fairyland
and described it as it has never been described before
or after him." A moment later dinner was announced
and I led her in. We formed but a small party of
five. Besides " Mother " there was her life-long
friend and companion, the daughter of a countess,
and witness and partner of all her early struggles,
and an elderly gentleman well-informed and exten-
sively travelled. The conversation at the table
turned on all sorts of subjects connected with war
and travel, art and literature. Scott and Socrates,
Shelley and Shakespeare were all called up and in